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and he took no notice. He said he was going to shoot some-
thing.  I have never known him to shoot before.5
'There has always been some question of Sebastian's sanity.
Anyway, if it makes you any happier, he has stolen my car.3
He sat down.
'Fancy taking your car,3 Olga said.
cNina says he has gone after Maria. She has run away to
von Brandt.'
'Von Brandt... he...'
'He what?3
'Nothing. Only I can't understand the way men like these
black women.'
'Are there any others? After all, Olga, you are the only
white woman here, and you are married. How they must
regret it,' he said. 'How I would regret it myself if I were a
younger man.'
She looked up at him. Innocence, when one analyzed it,
was no more than lack of desire... something achieved by the
ignorance of childhood, the satiation of the adult, or the ex-
haustion of the aged. Satisfaction and innocence were then
synonyms, while satisfaction lasted.
He was interested in the ambivalence of his mind. The war
was the essential thing. These reflections were beside the
point... an escape from the reality which was about to over-
whelm them all.
Olga handed him her cigarette case. He took one.
'What were you thinking?' she asked.
eOf men and women, my child; of my youth, perhaps; of
how beautiful you are. Blondes are always beautiful in bed.
They look, so clean. It is possible that the war entered my
head, but I dismissed it.'
She laughed. 'What a compliment!' She was silent, and
then said, 'Do you think Sebastian will shoot von Brandt?'
'How do I know what he will do? I doubt if he knows him-
self.'